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Author's Notes: 

You ask for this prompt every year. Maybe this bit of rough-around-the-edges fluff will finally scratch your 
itch. 

In this slightly AU ficlet, the Lepps and others mingle at Sav and miraculously-alivelSteve's holiday bash. (I 
imagine DL is either doing like lron Maiden in terms of their guitarists or Steve has bowed out of the music 
biz) 


Hope you recognize the various mentioned guests. 


Sprigs were hanging in the living room, front foyer, over the door to the den and the archway to the rarely- 
used formal dining room. This was Steve's doing; Sav had never needed a piece of greenery's permission to lay 


one on. 


As many of the tour crowd as could make it to their Sheffield Christmas party were there. The house was 
alight, alive with friends and family. Sav and Steve moved effortlessly though the crowd, dressed similarly as 
they often were in faded jeans and open button-downs, blond and dirty blond; there was food to restock, drinks 
to replenish. Stories needed to be told, heard, and retold. Every so often, they'd fall into each other's sight - 


that's when the promise of stolen moments under mistletoe were impressed upon them with the word ‘Later' 


mouthed back and forth. 


The party went till late, then till early again. There was much joking ‘| dare you'-ing about the mistletoe, 

though it was mostly given a certain berth. Noise and activity increased. Rick sang something and then Mutt, 
starting a precedent for the rest of them. Phil bent Viv backwards under the archway mistletoe to calls of, 
"Get a room!" The elders of them found a game of poker at the kitchen table a fine thing. It took getting her 
tipsy, but then Beryl picked out a Celtic rendition of O Holy Night that sent shivers down the spine of anyone 


in earshot. 


At this last, Sav kicked off his shoes and edged unobtrusively through the crowd to Steve's side. As soon the 
slight change in stance told him Steve was aware of his nearness, he placed an open palm on the small of 
Steve's narrow back. His warm, firm body rotating towards Sav's, Steve's eyes flicked upwards for a second, 
Sav remembered - there had been one bundle of berries and leaves he'd found a home for there. It took only 


a tenth of a second to deduce that Steve was standing where he was for a reason. 
"You're lucky it was me who found you here, under that," Sav whispered, strangely possessive. 


The guitarist hesitated for a second. "It was a stupid idea," he whispered back. "I've been watchin’ my step all 


night. Avoiding it, y'know." 
Sav only nodded. 
"I only want to kiss you.. god, do | wanna." 


The low, dirty groan that his tense statement provoked made Steve wonder how anyone else who might have 
chanced to hear it didn't come in their pants on the spot. Okay, he hadn't, but it made him wish their guests 
were long gone. Blue-grey eyes darted left and right, bright and free of Shadows. He pulled Sav around two 


walls, into the back door's alcove, and pressed his mate between himself and the wall. 


Layers of repressed arousal exploded in Sav's belly when Steve kissed him. There was nothing tentative in the 
way their lips caught and moved together, repositioning and claiming. One of Steve's hands gripped the back of 
his neck and the other rested on his hipbone; Sav slid both arms around the ribcage containing his lover's 
rapidly beating heart and held on. Tongues slid into the dance, wet and hot and eager. Unable to control itself, 
Sav's lower body moved sinuous against the pelvis trying to hold him still against plaster, front and back. 


It was then that they were graced with catcalls and a chorus of, "Get a room!" A crowd of ten or so had 
gathered of gawk at them. In the front, Joe and Rob but Steve also spotted Brian, Mal, Sean, and Sally of all 


people! Nothing like more or less getting walked in on by your mother-in-law! 


"Get the hell outta my house!" he huffed good-naturedly, his ears pink He got laughed at for it. 


"outta our house," Sav reminded him. After all, this was his place. Seemed Steve had gotten a bit territorial, 
too. But he could be forgiven for that. They broke apart sheepishly; the crowd dispersed, however reluctant to 
let go of their little show. 


"Later," Sav said, aloud this time. He had to adjust himself and Steve, with a similar necessary hitch, watched 
happily. "Much later, huh? ..There's drinks to top up again, l'm sure." 


Steve nodded. He needed one, too, after that. Still.. his little half-smile grew wicked. "Fuck them all, Sav. Let's go 
now, right in the middle of it." 


The urgency could not be disguised. "Go' as in shag? Aw, hell, mate. Thought you'd never ask!" Sav looked 
around, shifty, mindful of the houseful that weren't going to leave any time soon. "Upstairs bedroom. Meet you 
in five." 


"Make it two and you can top." 


A semi-incredulous cough was Sav's answer to that. Time and trial made a lie of Steve's little bargaining chip - 


he had started it, true, but they'd both finish it. Eventually. 


Fin. 


